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Road. Those wonderful cases on the ground floor
illustrating mimicry, dimorphism and so forth, were
new in our time, and we went through them with
earnest industry and tried over our Darwinism in the
light of that. Such topics we did exhaustively. But
on the other hand I do not remember any discussion
whatever of human sex or sexual relationships. There,
in spite of intense secret curiosities, our lips were
sealed by a peculiar shyness. And I do not believe
we ever had occasion either of us to use the word
"love." It was not only that we were instinctively shy
of the subject, but that we were mightily ashamed of
the extent of our ignorance and uncertainty in these
matters. We evaded them elaborately with an
assumption of exhaustive knowledge.

We certainly had no shyness about theology. We
marked the emancipation of our spirits from the
frightful teachings that had oppress^! our boyhood,
by much indulgence in blasphemous wit, We had a
secret literature of irreverent rhymes, and a secret art
of theological caricature. Britten's father had de-
lighted his family by reading aloud from Dr. Richard
Garnett's "Twilight of the Gods," and Brit ten con-
veyed the precious volume to me. That and the "Bab
Ballads" were the inspiration of some of our earliest
lucubrations.

For an imaginative boy the first experience of writ-
ing is like a tiger's first taste of blood, and our literary
flowerings led very directly to the revival of the school
magazine, which had been comatose for some years.
But there we came upon a disappointment.